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The Life and Death r 

And by the grace of God and this mine arme. 

To proue him (in defending of myfelfe) 

A traytor to my God, my King, and me, 

And as I trneiy fight, defend me heaven. 

Tucket. Enter H ere ford, and Harold V 
JG'cA.Marfhall : aske yonder Knight in Armes, 

Both who he is> and why he commeth hither. 

Thus placed in habiliments of warre; 

And formally according to our Law 
Depofe him in the iuftice of his caufe. ( t he r 

Mar ' What is thy name, and wherefore com’ ft thou hi- 
Befbre King Richard in his Royafl Lifts ? 

Againft whom com’ft thou? and what’s thy quarrel!? 
Speake like a true Knight, fo defend thee Heaven. 

Bui* Harry ot Hereford, Lancattsr ,and Derby, 

Ami: who ready here doe ftand in Armes, 

■To prove by heavens grace , and my bodies valour;- 
In Lifts, on Thomas Mowbray Dukeof Norfolke, 

That he s a Traytor foule and dangerous, ' 

To God of heaven. King Richard, and tome. 

And as I truely fight, defend me heaven, 

Mar. On paine of death,no perfon be fo bold, 

Or daring hardy as to touch the Lifts, 

Except the Marftiall, and fuch Officers 
Appoynted to direft thefe faire defignes . 

A#/. Lord Marfhall,let me kifle my Soueraignes hand. 
And bow my knee before his Maiefty : 

For Mowbray and my felfeare like two men. 

That vow a long and weary pilgrimage, 

T hen let vs take a ceremonius leaue 
And loving farewell of our leverall friends. \ 

Mar. The Appealant in all duty greets your Highness 
And craves to kifle your hand, and take his leave. 

Rich. W ewill delcend,and fold him in oiirarmes* 
Cohn of Hereford as thy caufe is iuft. 

So be thy fortune in this royall fight : 

%ewell,my blood, which if to day thou {head, 

Lament 





of 'Richard the fecond. 

lament we may, but not reuenge thee dead. 

Bui . Oh let no Noble eye prophane a teare 
For me, if I begoar’d with fpeare: 

As confident, as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a Bird,doe I with Mowbray fight. 

My loving Lord, I take my leave of you. 

Of you (my Noble Cofin ) Lord Aumerle ; 

Not ficke, although I have to doe with death. 
But lufty, young, and chearely drawing breath« 
Loe, as at Englifb Feafts, fo I regreet 
Thedaintieft laft,to make the end moflr fweet. 
Oh thou the earthy author of my blood, 

Whofe youthful! fpirit in me regenerate. 

Doth with a two-fold vigor lift me up 
To reach atvi£fofy above myhead, 

Adde proofe unto mine Armour with tby prayers. 
And with thybleffings fteele my Lances-poynt, 
That it may enter Mmvbmyes waxen Coate, 


Even in the lufty haviour of bis fohnei 
Gaunt. Heaven in thy good caufe make theepr.ofprous. 
Be fwift like lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled, 

FalHike amazing thunder on the’Gaske 
Of thy dmaz’d pernicious enemy. 

Rouze up thy youthful! blood ; be valiatlt,and live. 

"Bui. Mine innocence, m& $>‘GeorgeT.o thrive. 

Mow. How ever Heaven or fortune caft my lor. 

There lives,or dyes,true to King Richards Throne, 

A loy all , iuft, and- upright Gentleman ; 

Never did Gaptiue with a freer heart, 

Caft off hischaines of bondage; and embrace 
His golden uncontroul’d enfranchifement. 

More than my dancing foule doth celebrate 
This Feaft of Battle, with mineadVerfary. 

Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Peeres, 

Take from my mouth,the wifh of happy yeares. 

As gentle, and as jocond, as to /eft, 

B -j Goe 





